crouch on the floor and sat on top of him, spreading her long,
full, old-style skirts all around him. The police saw nothing.
There was general co-operation on the part of the passengers,
naturally.

Long talks with Mathilde. I knew from the chief that she was
a remarkable woman, but even so she astonishes me. She was
born to organise, to command and at the same time to serve. She
sees tilings in straight, simple terms. Her will, her sense of method,
her patience and her hatred of the German are all equally strong.
Now that all her family ties have been cut by the enemy she has
become a formidable instrument against him.

In prison Mathilde learned a lot about disguises, the ways of
escape, the technique of assassination..! am taking her .on as my
second in command. She is going to tour the whole Southern
Zone 'to make contact with the sector leaders. She will rejoin me
in a large town. The liaisons here are much top slow.

Was it accident, luck, premonition or instinct? I left the chateau
a week ago. Two days after my departure the Baron de V. was
arrested at the same time as our sector leader. Both have already
been shot.

France is a prison. Menace, wretchedness, anguish, misfortune
hang over it like a heavy vault which is collapsing and which
every day comes closer to our heads. France is a prison, but
illegality provides an extraordinary means of escape. Identity
papers? We manufacture them. Ration cards? We steal them from
the town halls* Cars, petrol? We take them from the Germans.
Obstructionists? We suppress them. Laws, regulations no longer
exist. Illegality is a shadow that slips through their network.
Nothing is difficult any longer because we began by what was
most difficult of all, by neglecting the essential: the instinct of
self-preservation.